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Hitler has a private astrologer. He is not very super-
stitious. But he does not want to take any chances since
his astrologer told him that 1940 would be the critical
year for him.
I do not think the crisis will come quite so soon. But
I can see it coming and I shall have my eye fixed on
Hitler in the hour when it comes.
Surrounded by the couple of hundred private guards
who stand and fall with him, for whom there is no friend
among the German people, he will be only one of the
many fallen Nazi dignitaries who cannot escape from
Germany and who will, then, really have to look death
in the face.
When that day comes, this man Hitler will be the
same inconspicuous, diffident, colourless personality I
knew fifteen or sixteen years ago. His eyes will no longer
have that ice-cold glance which simulates determination
and energy. Those eyes will again, as I have seen them,
glance around nervously, uncertain of what they behold,
anxiously trying to find out the effect their owner is
producing.
That will be the picture Hitler will present on the
last occasion when he is seen alive.
It is important that Germany and the world should
see Hitler as he really is, as a dwarf, a freak, a miserable
creature whom the crazy waves of post-war chaos have
thrown up and whom they will swallow again when the
storm is over.
It is vital that the man Hitler should be unmasked
as a mouse. Most of his intimates think he will be exposed
like that when the clatter of Nazi drums dies down,
when his propaganda is silent and when, at last, not
Hitler speaks to the German people but the German
people will speak to Hitler.